CHAPTER IV

HAZARIBAGH
1862-63

I PERFORMED the journey to Hazaribagh by palki-<Mk, travel-
ling by night as well as by day. One morning I woke in my
palanquin with the sound of a hammer in iny ears. I put my
head out to see what it might mean. The dim grey dawn was
breaking, barred with streaks of darker cloud, and the rain
poured down steadily.

" Qh6 I where are we ? What is this noise of hammering*
O unblessed ones ? '*

*f Your Highness, behold ! There in front of us lies Hazari-
bagh. We have gone bravely the whole night through, and
trust that we may be considered worthy of your favour/*

This was a hint at " baksheesh/' which indeed they deserved,
poor fellows.

" Yes, but why do .we stop ? and what is this hammering
noise ? "

**We stop, Hazoor, on account of the stream, which the
heavy rain has caused to rise above the head of a man; and
while we waited for the water to go down, Ram Dhyan, iny
brother, was repairing a stay in the palki, which has given way
during the night's travel/'

I sent a man across the stream, swimming, to carry a letter,

( to. Major B------, my new chief, the Deputy Commissioner of

;; iia^aribagh; for this was a non-regulation district, a happy Eden

"i wtiere the Bengal civilian had not as yet intruded, and where

, an army officer could still be a magistrate and head of a district,

I was very hungry, and ached much from the jolting of a
night's trayel, " Bothersome little torrent! " thought I, as I
went down to the water's edge, fourteen feet deep, and running